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sacrificing faith in the man and his destiny characterized
the love of the woman.

On the very threshold of this great love the man was
brought face to face with hard necessity. His position was
insecure; his worldly prospect could not well be blacker.
For, to begin with, he was only an irregular minister; his
miserable wage was guaranteed to him only for three
months; and the more he saw of the Reformers the less
he liked them. It tortured him to decide whether he might
openly and frankly confess his love for this woman who
was openly and frankly his friend. Dare he take that step?
Yes. But ought he to take that step ? Who should decide ?

He prayed, and indeed agonized, over that question.
The answer was uncertain, and his action was uncertain.
Without positively declaring his love, he hinted to his
friend this distress which haunted his thoughts. He made
it clear to her that God must have his life, but asked, piti-
fully enough, and with much burning eloquence, whether he
might rightfully look for companionship on his troubled
road.

Catherine Booth has described the difficulties of that
period, from the evening when William Booth accompanied
her home after the meeting in the City Road:

That little journey will never be forgotten by either of us.
It is true that nothing particular occurred, except that as W.
afterwards expressed it, it seemed as if God flashed simulta-
neously into our hearts that affection which afterwards ripened
into what has proved at least to be an exceptional union of
heart and purpose and life, and which none of the changing ,
vicissitudes with which our lives have been so crowded has
been able to efface.

He impressed me.

I had been introduced to him as being in delicate health,
and he took the situation in at a glance. His thought for me,
although such a stranger, appeared most remarkable. The
conveyance shook me; he regretted it. The talking exhausted
me; he saw it and forbade it. And then we struck in at once
in such wonderful harmony of view and aim and feeling on
varied matters that passed rapidly before us. It seemed as
though we had intimately known and loved each other for years,
and suddenly, after some temporary absence, had been brought
together again, and before we reached my home we both sus-